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pull tlie wool over eyes which, from now on, could not but
be clear-sighted! Only some mystical experience could offer
a haven for that drifting and dismasted heart. But Florence,
no matter how completely detached she might have become
from matters of protocol and precedence, was still a carnal
creature. The taste of Perfection meant nothing to her: she
was utterly indifferent to the things of the spirit. Why, oh why,
was she not a sister of that Jacqueline Pascal who would never
allow that there could be any limit to chastity ? Had she been,
then, perhaps, she might have led me, her weak young brother,
to God.... Alas! there are more ways than one of renouncing
the world, of openly breaking free of its conventions. I had
a strong presentiment, after that evening, that Florence would
find her way of escape in mad and foolish love affairs. To these
she did, indeed, quite soon abandon herself, but I do not suppose
that anyone expects me to be their chronicler.